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Who hears you mock me.

Queen.                           Nay, I said no scorn :;

I had rather need to pray you in his name
Scorn not at me.    Let him come in ; I know
What ceremony my masters should put on
Were but to mock their servant.

Enter MURRAY, ATHOL, and MORTON.

Sirs, you twain

That brought me two months since between you safe
Out of the town by night that sought my blood
Myself bid welcome; but she is not I
That in this presence should make welcome here
My father's son ; nor shall my speech usurp
For modesty that office: yet indeed
I am glad, my lord, to see your face, that must
Bring comfort, or an end of all this life
That yet needs comfort.

Murray.                       What I may, I will j

Yet haply shall you find not in my words
Or death or comfort; as you giv'e them heed,
Shall they prove comfortable or deadly.    Sirs,
I have that to speak and hear that but requires
The Lady Mary's ear and mine; I pray you,
Take not offence that I crave leave to say
We must for some" space lack your company.

Morton.    My lord, the land that puts her trust in you
Bids us obey, well knowing that love nor fear
Shall bend you from her service.

Lady Lochleven*                           Sir------

H H